STRANGE INTERLUDE
you're saying crossly "She's still morbid," but I'm not,
I've never been more normal. I feel contented and placid.
(Looking up from the letter\ thinking embarrassedly.)
Should I have told him? ... no ... my own secret . . .
tell no one . . . not even Sam . . . why haven't I told Sam?
. . . it'd do Him much good . . . he'd feel so proud of him-
self, poor dear ... no ... I want to keep it just my baby
. . . only mine ... as long as I can . . . and it will be time
enough to let Ned know when I go to New York ... he can
suggest a good obstetrician . , how delighted he'll be
when he hears! ... he always said it would be the best
thing for me . . . well, I do feel happy when I think . . .
and I love Sam now ... in a way ... it will be his baby
too . * .
(TTien with a happy sigh, turns back to letter.)
But speaking of Sam's birth, you really must meet his
mother some time. It's amazing how little she is like him, a
strange woman from the bit I saw of her last night. She has
been writing Sam regularly once a week ever since she's -
known we were married, the most urgent invitations to visit
her. They were really more like commands, or prayers. I
suspect she is terribly lonely all by herself in this big house.
Sam's feeling toward her puzzles me. I don't believe he
ever mentioned her until her letters began coming or that
he'd ever have come to see the poor woman if I hadn't
insisted. His attitude rather shocked me. It was just as
though he'd forgotten he had a mother. And yet as soon as
he saw her he was sweet enough She seemed dreadfully
upset to see Charlie with us, until we'd explained it was
thanks to his kindness and in his car we were taking this
deferred honeymoon. Charlie's like a fussy old woman
about his car, he's afraid to let Sam or me drive it -
MARSDEN
(Enters from the rear. He is spruce, dressed immacu-.
lately\ his face a bit tired and resigned, but
smiling kindly. He has a letter in his hand.)
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